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OF LOVE AND I TS SHADOWS 

the hushed funeral service young Kaarlo sat in the kitchen of 

the log f~xmhouse an4 slowly read his grandmother•s diary. Occasionally he 
~1,V ,,,_,, 

would raise his ~da.rk ey~s from the tattered old book and liste1;:.....:::> 

- In the front room the Fi ;Laft- minister was talking in Finnish about 

his father, about old Xaarlo. He was saying many nice, solemn things.~ 11 80 

then our good friend Kaarlo Koski and his mo~her, Aili, le£t their home in 

Finland and came to America.,fo this place~-..Jlichigan.,., itte, eeme te tat• 
~q;J,to.u. ,, ~ ~ ~ 

a ~:
e of snow Bn,,d/\green _tr~e8;Jwh~re he found his land, nearAthe big river. 

-4..,J..__ . - I "' "" tr :v.c....," w• , -,. ,.., • , 
he and his wcaas ad. M,s mother, Aili ., worked for m~ clearing 

.~. ~ ,~ -fMu. w..u.4il.. '9 ,~e)t.,_4.~I(, ~ .. 

this land. Then his mothe~t\-AP; Pell-A. Andthis woman gave him tbr.ons, 

and then his woman died. His three sons grew to be strong, and they helped 
"' 

him to take away the trees and the stumps, and to pile the big rocks by the 

banks of the river. And now our Kaarlo 1 s work is done, for he, too, grew 

tired and is dead ••.•. " 

Young Kaarlo smiled faintly, and turned back to the diary. He was 
-+-still reading it, frowning, when the funeral procession filed out through 

the kitchen. He did not look up as the men from the Kaleva lodge carried his 
'r:t';;;fU~; , father out through the , through the kitchen door and across the 

" crunching snow to the hearse. He did not see his two older brothers, ~atti 

and Akseli, as they paused for a moment, waiting for him, and then turned 

and left the farmhouse. 

"Goodbye, Kaarlo. I hope that you will be happy. 11 

Xaarlo quickly closed the book and looked up. It was the Finnish 

minister from town. "Thank you, 11 he mumbled, as the minister"~ ? d the 
~i~ 

kitchen door, leaving him alone in the farmh~use. He heard theAfrostf' · 

motors..l!'lal) the crunch and squeal of thf;trr;r, and the funeral procession 

drove away. 



Kaarlo ,yent on reading his grandmother• s diary 1., There was one part 
e,(),ML ~ t ~~ 

he read over and over. He always smiled when he~ that part •••• 
~-t:J..,,., .. " 

last night -eeme Russian officers came to"'6ttll- farmhouse. The sound of the 
" --· ~ 

sleigh bells awoke me. I ran and opened the door. The horses stood steam
" 

They= on 
I\ ing in the moonlight. The men were singing Christmas songs. 

their way home to St. Petersburg for Christmas t\ but they will be late, for 

this day is Christ's day." 

Kaarlo pushed his dark hair from his eyes, and smiled. He was coming 

to the pa.rt he particularly 11 ked • 

... JJ! One of the Russians was called Karl. He was tall and young and his 
~,~ ,-,..;. fT Jk.~4"- P,,.,,t.~#< , 

eyes werel\darkJ!. He was not like the others. I\ While ! was cooking the supper 

he left the rest and came into the kitchen. -My mother w11i~ ~-Z;0 a Jil@fl18 fe~ 

., :S:§:.1 1<. . 

"'What is your name?• he said. 'Aili,' I answered. He looked at me 

in a strange way, his dark hair falling i~~is eyes. He kissed me without 

touching me. 1 Aili, 1 is a.11 he said. He was a strange man, very sad and ('l,XA,f 

young. I felt sad and lonely for him. 

11 My mother and I fed the Russian men. My bro~ went out and fed 
~/(,MA4-ffiti~~~ 

the horses. The Russians"went to bed. And then my mother and brother and I 

went to bed. The farmhouse grew silent and still except for the great snoring 

of the Russian men. f!!: °b t1,. 
"I heard rrry bedroom door open. In the moonlight from the window 

I\ 

-stood the Russian, Karl. 'Aili,' he whispered, near to me. He was trembling. 

There were big tea.rs falling from his eyes. 1 Aili, 1 he whispered. 

"When I came to the kitchen on this Christmas morning he had gone, 

~ the ,_Jto111a1t:S had left. My mother pointed at a fine fur robe lying over rrry 

stool by the window. 'It is from the tall one• she said. 

"I Yonder and I keep thinking -- will I ever see my lonely Karl 

again?" 

Y K 1 d t "' r~ oung aa:rlo c ose he diary and walked i k v qu o ly to the ,._ kitchen 
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window, rubbing off the frost with his hand. The funeral procession had passed 
a . ~ • 

out of sight around the bend of the river. It was snowing gently and lightly. 
• " 

He w~nt over to the cupboard and pushed it from the wall. He knelt and~ 
~ ~ ~ 

.Jt'6:iwe-1m::ai;e,c1'/\.a board from the floor. He reached down and drew ou\_'8. tattered bear-
t>--lMV4; ~ 

skin robe/Ma-1\a shiny new rifle~aaEi a 4.!At d' f!Jeelle. no &ISO !Gilli& Ii 151tt , 

~~bF ■ it@"'1btl:s • lfu..c.:;,'--,;-'► 
Kaarlo took a magazine and some writi~ er from the tin box and 

placed them on the kitchen table. He put thei\ fur robe over the chair and the 

rifle on the table. He sat on the chair by the table, curling his tongue, 

slowly writing a letter. When he was finally done, he sealed the 
dtr~ k; f-i ,w./tww-

the envelope, addressed it, and placed the letter in the t!n box. 

etter in 
J Al • 

""~' • 
He »a,11.1 ed 

~'l ~ . ,, 
box under the floor ,a•;::HJc/\ 'the board,, and rolled the cupboard back in 

. " ( / 

place. ~~ 
Young Kaarlo then went anddeeifod: ail h1mse1f 111 the rippled mirror 

hanging over the wash basin. He looked at himself for a l ong time in the 
~ 

mirror, frowning, smiling, laughing out loud; flashing hisfeyes, showing his 

teeth, turning his head this way and that ••• Then he carefully combed his 

hair and walked slowly over to the kitchen table. He put six cartridges in 

the rifle, injected one into the chamber, and placed the rifle on the table. 

He sat down by the table within reach of the rifle, facing the kit

chen door. He sat there slowly reading the magazine, his lips moving as he 

read. 

It was~gr wing, d~sk _~~en he heard his 
~H- "~~· 

farmyard, A He the magazine on the table. 

the garage next to the cow barn and close the 

two brothers drive into the 
.J,,~ ~ ~ 

He heard ~cm put the,.fesi into 
A for 

doors. He reached/the -. rifle 

from the table. When he heard his brothers• footsteps crunching a.cross the 

snow towards the farmhouse, he raised the rifle, pulled back the hammer, and 

sat there aiming at the kitchen door. 

- 3 -



~ • . .. 
~ 1/IPA~troyed old Kaarlo Koak1 1s~4 farmhouse, to 

a,. 
make room for the new scenic highway 

1
~tin box under the kitchen floor. 

along the river, a workman found~~ 

He opened the rusted box with his pick, 

and in it he found a tattered and mouldy leather book written in a strange 

language. "Must be .Arabian, 11 he said, as he hurled it into the river. , He 
• t>/Uh~a'. 

took the letter to his foreman, and they eat by the river andAi-&&e. i•. 

~ / 

It was addressed to a motion picture actress in 
' • ~ a...-~~ • ~ , 

.G f;_ lma, w110 had roe en ae aa ± or mfilfy y c as ii. ,.,.., ,_.,,,,. 
letter was printed~ f>..lMv ~ ! 

11 Kaarlo Koski, Jr. Esq. 
R.F.D. No. 1, Box 48 
Iron Ridge, Mich. 11 

California~ ,s.. &tesr

At the head of -the 

"Get a load of this 111 said the foreman, reading Kaarlo Koeki 1 s last 

letter. 

"Darling, 
11.v. 

"I have been read~ng ~ /\story of your love life in the n~w movie 

magazine. Your pictures are more beautiful and sorrowful than ever. Your 

first two husbands must have been mean and dreadful men. Lik~ . My 

heart bleeds for you. I, Kaarlor your lover, will treat you tenderly and 

shelter you always from evil. 

11 Today they have buried old Kaarlo. ones said it was his ~ . 
heart was too Rflll. They think they are so wise. and call me queer -- but it 

fl pVh'\ ~ 
is I, Kaarlo, who~-the reader of ~ thick books and magazines. 

" A. Lg tyrtL. 
11Ky brothers, Mat ti and !kseli, are still stealing your letters ... from ---+ ~ .,-., ,, 

the mail box. First it is Matti, then it is Akseli. But I" tt11de1staz1d, they 

are jealous of me, because it is they are short and blue and yellow Finns, 

while I, , Kaarlo, am tall and dark and brown eyes, like my grandfather, a 

Russi~ le man. I:t is that their hearts are filled with envy at our 

" great and beautiful love. 
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" ~ ~~~ "'a,.,,1,11 
~ ... • • 11 Everything wi 11 be ready when you arrive. I have · orderea. new curtains 
~ t,,._,.,/:Ju ~ ' I\ ~ 

I\ f~m tbe ea:taii.Q.f!.,. If beaver trapping keeps up good we will" ll:e:¥e ~ad.10 and 

""- new bed made of maple wood • .R ~ ~~ ~3fiX ~ ~ ~ ~7.hJt~ ~ • I- " ~ -~~~ IW.~f ,-,,---
11 1 will maiJ,L.this letter in the morning, for tonight there is work for 
~~ ~H»? ~,p:;:-1.·~, ~ . 

Kaarlo to do. Oome, my sweetheart, hurry to your Kaarlo, who will be waiting 
I\, 

for you -- alone 111 

The WPA foreman crumpled the damp letter and threw it into the river. 

"Jumpin' Christ, Ed, 11 he said, 11 1 thought my woman was daffy enough 
~ ~~IL •~.J 

over the movies -- but this "guy 1 s just plain screwball. 11 He paused, musing 
~ o., A 

out loud• 11 But he sur~ eo't!llli pick I em, Ed -- I always was kindl\4 keen on 

that dame myself -- she c ould a slep1 with me any night, an• it wouldn't a 

cost her a dime. 11 
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ritten by: 
John D. Voelker 
Ishpeming, Michigan 

OF LOVE AltD l TS SHADOWS 

by 
Robert Traver 

During the hushed funeral service young Kaarlo sat in 

the kitchen of the log farmhouse and slowly read his grandmot~er• s 

diary. Oocasionally he would raise his brooding dark eyes from 

the tattered old book and listen. In the front room the minister 

was talking in Finnish about his f tber, about old Kaarlo. He 

was saying many nice, solemn things. 

"So then our good friend Kaarlo Koski and h1a mother, Aili 

left their home 1n J'inland and came to America. To this place 1n 

Michigan of snow and swamp and tall green trees, where he found 

his land, near the bend in the big river. And be and his mother, 

Aili, worked for many yea.rs clearing this land. Then his mother, 

Aili, grew tired e.nd did die. So Ka.a.rlo Koski married Maki' s 

dau~hter. And this woman a.ve him three eons, and then hie woman 

ed. His three sons gr w to be strong, and they helped him to 

take a a.y the trees a.nd the stumps, and ,to pile the big rocks by 

the banks of the river. And now our Eaarlo's work is done, for 

he, too, grew tired and 1s dead ..... • 

Young Kaarlo smiled faintly, and turned b ck to1he diary. 

Hews etill reading it, frowning, when the funeral proceeaion 

filed out through the , 1tchen. He did not look up as the men 

from the la.lev lodge cal'ried his father out through the bare, 

unoccupied room, through the kitchen door and a.cross the crunch

ing snow to the hearse. He did not see his two older brothers, 

Matti and kse11, a they paused for a moment, waiting for him, 

and then turned and left the farmhouse. 

"Goodbye, laarlo. I hope that you Will be happy.• 

Xa.arlo quickly closed the book and looked up. It as the 

Fin..~1sh minister from town. •Thank you,• he mumbled, as the 

minister quietly closed the kitchen door, leaving him a.lone in 



the farmhouse . . He beard the spitting of the frosty motors, the 
• crunch and aqueal of the moving tires, and the funeral prooeeston 

drove awn¥. 

Xaa.rlo went on .reading his grandmother• a d1a.ry. There 

was one pa.rt he re&d over and over. Be a.lwa.ys $1Diled when he 

came to that part •..•• "It was late last night when the Rus•ian 

officers came to our farmhouse. The sound of the sleigh bells 

awoke me. l ran and cpened the door. The horsee stood there 

steaming in the moonlight. 'fbe men were singing Ohristma.e son e. 

They were on their ay home to St. Petersburg for Christmas -

bUt they will be late, for this da.Y is Ohrist•s day.• 

Kaarlo pushed his dark hair from his eyes, and smiled. He 

was coming to the pa.rt be pa.rt1cula.Tly liked. 

"One of the Russians was .called b.rl. Be was tall an~ 

Joung and h1s eyes were sadly dark. He was not like the others. 

He did not try to pinch m • While 1 was cooking the supper he 

left the reet and ca.me into the kitchen . . 
•• a.t 1s your name?• he sa1d. • 1111.• I answered. He 

looked at ~e in a strange way. bis da.l"k hair falling into hie 

eyes. He kissed me without touching me. 1 A111,• is all he said. 

He was a strange man, very sad and. very young. I felt sad and 

lonely for him. 

n11y mothet and l ted the Rusa1an men. My broth&r went 

out and fed the horses_ The Russians were tired and some were 

drunk and they went to bed. And then my mother and brother and I 

went to bed. The farmhouse grew silent and still except for the 

great snoring of the Russian men. 

"I heard my bedroom do~r open. In the path of the moon

light from the window stood the Russian, Ia.rl. 1 Ail1, 1 he whis

pered, near to me. He wae trembling. There were big tears fall

ing from his eyes. 'Aili,' he whispered. 
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11When l ca.me to the kitchen on this Christmas morning he 

had goae, the Russians had left. My mother pointed at a fine fur 

robe lying over my ·stool by the window. 'It 1s from the tall one,• 

she said. · 

"I wonder and I keep thinking - will Xever see my lonely 

la.rl again? 11 

Young Ka.a.rlo olosed the diary and walked quickly to the 

ourtainlees kitohen window, rubbing off the frost with his hand. 

The funeral procession had passed out of sight around the wtde 

bend of the rivex-. It waa snowing gently and lightly. He wait 

over to the cup'boa.rd and pushed 1 t f'rom the wall. He knelt s.nd 

pried a board from the floor. He reached down and drew out a.n 

old bearskin robe, a tin box, and a shiny new rifle. 

Iaarlo took a magazine and &ome writing paper from the 

tin box and placed them on the k1tohen t·ble. He put the tattered 

fur robe over the chair and the rifle on the table. He sat on the 

Ohair by the ta.bl~. curling bis tongue, slowly writing a letter. 

When he was finally done, he sea.led the letter in the envelope, 

addressed it, a.nd placed the letter in the tin box along with his 

grandmother's diary. He put the box under the floor, replaced the 

boa.rd, and rolled the cupboard back in place. 

Young Iaarlo then went and stood before the rippled mirror 

hanging over the wash basin. Be looked at himself for a long 

ttme tn the mirror, frowning, smiling, laughing out loud; fl eh

ing hie dark eyes, ahoWing his teeth, turning his bead this way 

and that. Then he carefully combed his hair and walked slowly 

over to the kitchen table. He put six cartridges in the rifle, 

injected one into the chamber, and placed the rifl e on the table. 

He sat down by the t ble Within re h of the rifle, facing 

the kitchen door. He sat there slowly reading the magazine, his 

lips moving as he read. 
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It waa growing dusk when he heard hie two brothers dr11"e 

into the fal'mya.rd, retu~n1ng from the funeral. He laid the maga

zine on the table. He hea.rd bis brothers put the auto into the 

garage next to the cow barn and olose the doors. He reached tor 

the rifle from the table. When he heard bis brothel"'&' footsteps 

crunching aoroa• the snow towards the farmhouse, he rais d the 

rifle, pulled back the hammer, and sat there aiming at the kitohen 

door. 

During the summer when the WPA men destroyed old Kaarlo 

Xoak1 1 a empty farmhouse to make room tor the new scenic highway 

along the river, a workman found a tin box under the k1 tcben floor 

He opened the rusted box with his pick, and 1n it he found an un

mailed letter and a tattered and mouldy leather book written in a 

strange language. •aist be Arabian, 11 the workman aa1d, as he hurl 

ed the book into the rt.Yer. He took the letter to hie foreman, 

a.nd they eat by the river and opened 1 t. 

1 t wae addressed to a motion picture actress in Oal1fornia 

Oalifo:tnia is a state of Amer1oa. At the head of the letter was 

printed in blue letters: 

•te.arlo Koski, Jr. Esq. 
R.F.D. Ho. l, Box 48 
Iron Ridge, M1oh. 1 

•Get a load of th1•1" said the foreman, re ding Kaa.rlo 

Koski• s last letter. 

"Da:tling, 

•1 haTe been reading the etory ot your loYe life in the 

new movie magazine. Your piotures are more beautiful and sorrow

ful than ever. Your ttrst two husbands must ha.Te been mean a.nd 

dreadful men. Like angry dogs. My heart bleeds for you. 1, 

Eaatlo, your loYer, Will t:reat you tenderly and shelter you a.lwa.ya 

from evil. 



./ 

1 Today they have wried old Kaarlo. Old Kaa.rlo was my 

father. The smart ones ea.id 1 t was hi a heart was too tired. Tliey 

think they are ao wise and call me queer -- but 1 t ia I, Xa.arlot 

who am the reader of thick books and ma.ny magazines. 

#My brothers, Matti and Akaeli, are still stealing your 

lettere to me from the mail box. First it is Matti, then it is 

Akseli. But l know, they a.re jealous of me, because it ts they 

are abort and blue and yellow r1nna, while I, Xa.a.J."lo, am tall and 

dark and brown eyes, like my grandfather, a. Ruaeian m.111 tary man. 

It is that their hearts are filled With envy at our great and 

beautiful love. 

"Everything will be ready when you arrive. f%om the cata

log I h9.Ve orde!ed new curtains and two new rugs. If beaver trap

ping keeps up good we will order a radio a.nd new bed made of maple 

wood. 1 ha.ve already bought a. new rifle and some traps. Last 

week I poisoned two coyotes and one old wolf. 

"1 •111 ma.11 this letter 1n 'the morning, for tonight there 

is work for Kaarlo to do. l hope you Will like my ne stationery, 

darling. Oome 1 my aweethear t, hurry to your K:a.e.tlo, who will be 

waiting for Jou - alone t• 

The wPA foreman ci-umpled the damp letter and threw it 

into the river. 

"Jump1n' Christ, d," he said, •1 thought my woman waa 

daffy enough over the movies ;- but thie here guy• s just plain 

screwball." He paused, looking -across the river, musing out loud. 

"But he sure oa.n pick • em, Ed - I lwaye was kind a. keen on that 

dime myself•- she could a slep• With me any night, an• 1t would

n•t a cost her a dime.• 



1 Written by: 
John D. Voelker 
Ishpeming, Kichigan 

near Edi tor: -

READING TIME: FIVE MINUTES 

by 
Robert Traver 

Enclosed please find MS of my latest. short-story vehicle 

which I respectfully submit for your inspection. I have just 

finished it fresh, so please excuse any typographical errors that 

may exist therein. I wanted you to get it quick. Despite it is 

a little mussed, you are the first ones to whom I am sending it to 

Personally, it is my conviction that every literary endeavor 

should stand on its own legs. Or to borrow from another figure: 

Each dog should wag his own tale, so to speak t l And I venture to 

say the Editors of high-class magazines like you are pretty fed 

up on these undeveloped writers -- these dumb Kil tons -- whom 

persist to enclose their private literary Rosetta Stones with 

every MS tendered. 

But in this particular instance I am breaking a ruling of 

long standing with me in my creative side. I sure would like to 

be there and witness your consternation when the following data 

is divulged to you, viz: 

You see, this short-story really happenedl Though I can 

commiserate with your scarcely believing it. But I know it really 

transpired because it happened to me, incredible as these facts 

may sound. It was while I was on that trip to the World's Fair 

in Chicago, and if I ever could locate that girl again or that 

hotel she would re-affirm what I am now telling you in breaking 

my Golden Literary Rule. 

No one will ever know the anguish, the heartache, the bitter 

salt tears which the enclosed cost me when its events happened. I 

sure ran the gamut. And God how I sweat at night to catch it down 

again on paper like I have. (personally, I always write my best 



late at night; a funny thing.) Anyways, it 1s worth it if the 

world can have another significant bit of life in the form of a 

short-story medium. 

I am sure Chekov (the Russian genius) must have endured 

such agony of spirits as me, because I read a short-story of his 

very like my enclosed one once. I mean, the Plot and Setting was 

all different, of course, but the same Style and the same dark 

wastes of the soul was laid bare in that masterpiece. But 

Chekov•s was sadder, like his native steppes is. I am essentially 

a person of happy spirits, as you will see by the denouement at 

the end of mine. 

Your records Will disclose that this is not the first liter-

ary effort I have ushered your way. Though you never seemed to 

run out of rejection slips when it came around to me. You only 

change/.their color, ha hal! 

I hope you will disregard that irate letter I wrote you that 

time about accusing you of not reading only MSS by "big names." 

I now realize that I had at that period not achieved my full lit

erary maturity. So it is all right with me to dissolve past 

differences, if any, and let bygones be bygones. After all, us 

people in the literary game can best serve the muse by a spirit 

of understanding fellowship plus a spirit of mutual coordination. 

I liked that first short-story you carried in your last 

issue. It was sure o.K. except that funny, cryptical ending. But 

you can see easy he has fine literary feeling; that lean, aware 

style of a real budding talent. I have read your magazine regular 

for a lcng time (I buy it on the stands), but his short-story's 

muted rythmns struck in me a responsive chord of a kindred spirit, 

except that pa.rt. I would like to get a look at that fellow. Why 

don't you never run more pictures of your literary artists? It is 

never to late to start. 



• 

Have omitted enclosing stamps as just ran out of same. 

Wanted to get this in the mail quick before I get changing story 

around, a bad fault of mine. 

Upon receipt of enclosed I wish you would please kindly 

have one of your subordinate helpers drop me a line anent 

plagerism rights where they make a movie out of it. I mean, 

where they kidnap your literary brain-child without asking. 

I smell something "rotten in Dennmark" about another story of 

mine and I want to get at the bottom of it. 

Upon acceptance of enclosed (if you should, of coursel!) 

please advise your price before printing same. Like most care

free creative artists, I do rot care for money, as such, but in 

this instance you catch me with plJ¥ments on typewriter and -on 

that advanced writing course taken to brush up. But that course 

is really worth it because they have discovered and developed in 

me, to use their own words at the end of the first course, my 

"unusually simple, rugged style; lean, aware and pointed" is what 

they said. I enclose true copy of their communication. 

So I think you Will excuse me appending this little note 

of explanation to the above material, contrary to my rules. 

Respt. yours, 

A LONG ADMIRER OF YOUR MAGAZINE. 



rttten by: 
John D. oel e:r 
t bpem1·n , ichigan 

.ITS at oom 

Durin the bu ed tuner 1 eervtoe young l.to.al'lo t 1n 

the 1tchen of tbe lo , f lti ou e d cwly r d b1a f;l'0.."1 other• e 

a:rr. ~caeionBlly be would r 1s hi broodinB ey from 

tbe t t • In the front roo the m1n1 tor 

w s t lking 1n. J'inn1ah bout 1 e t ather • bout old Jt lo. J!e 

w aying • y nioe, ole things. 

"So then our od fr1 nd K lo o k1 and hie mother, 111 

left thetr home 1n ftnl d do e to er1c . To tb1S pl oe 1n 

ow de d tall green trees, her h found tohtsan of 

hi 1 a, ne tll bend S.n th bi > rtver. d be nd ht · mother, 

11, orked form ny y th 1 a l d. Then h1 a mother• 

111, gr 

dau . ter. 

t1r d 

d 

d did dte. So• • rlo o lt1 rted 

1s woman g ~e h1m three ona, and then bi 

strong, d they helped him to 

t 

the ban 

the treee an4 the atum.ps, 

of the 1'1 ver . d no our 

nd to n11e th bi roc~s by 

lo' or 1 done, or 

he, too, gr tired and 1 dead .. • •• " 

Young taarlo lle 

He a t1ll r d1n 1 t, ho tng, hen the funeral prcoea1lon 

tiled out throu~ the ttchen. H~ did not look u the meft 

tt the lev lodge o r1ed his f tber out thr u h the bare, 

unoccupied room, throµgh he ttche11 door d rose the crunch-

ing no-. to the he ae. He d1d. n t o older b1"otber$, 

tti a sell, 

d th n tur d 

•Goodbye 1 b.arl . 

lo qui.clc:ly clo 

r1n.~1sb m1n1ster from to . 

mini ter clo d the 

mo nt, 1 tin for him, 

e f OU e. 

l bOJ 'th t you 111 be h ., • lt 

d the book d looked up . lt , th 

"Th you,• be bl d, s the 

itohen or, leav n hi lone in 



the t mhouae., He be d the ap1tt1n of th fro ty otors, the 

crunch and quefll of tbe v1n ttr a, d the funeral prooee lon 

d:roY WtJV., 

Jt lo ent on :-e ding h1 gr du.lathe 1 y. There 

• a one :rt be r ad over and' ov r. He " s smiled h n be 

came tQ tha.t p u-t,. •••• It 

otfio r o - to u £ 

t ~teht hen the Russi 

of th bell 

. l r n opened the or. The horse tood tore 

in the oonlight. Th er e1neing Christ eon s. 
They r on thetr rq bOt?Je to st. Peter bur tor Obrist s -

bu.t they 111 be l :te, for this 1 Ohrt st• o day. 

I· !l.rlo pu h ell h1 da,r b r trom bis ey , d emiled. H 

w comi tioularly 11 ed. 

was o lled o.rl. e t - 1 •One of·~be Russi 

Joung d h1e yes w~re . ne 

ile I 

not ll e the oth r. 

He did not try to p1ncb e. cooking th 

c e lnto k1 chen., 
IU t 1 your n e ?• h r d. He 

looked t 1n 01, ht dnr 1r f ling into b1e 

ey • e ktsaed 

tr 

lonely tor bS. • 

ithout touoh1ng e. 1 111,• 1 id. 
" , eey ad and v ry young. I f 1 t d. 

tJ other and J ,d the u 1 n,. y o her • . t 

out d fed the bore • Th ere 

drunk d they ent to bed. d 'bl!-oth r d t 

nt to bed. Tb f d till exc t for the 

er t snoring of the Rues! n en. 

X he my b oom door en. In the at of the oon-

11 t fro the indow tood the Ru atan. a.rl. • 111.• he ht -

Jr d, ne to me. e u tr m 11 • Ther !'0 bl te t 11-

1n ~ hi ey . • i 1,• he hi 

-a-



• en 1 c e to the kitchen on tb18 Chl'i«J a m.omi be 

h· d goae, the Ruest a bad lett. Ky other pointed t a fine fuz 

robe 11 ing over my stool by the wtrtdow. •It ts f'rom tbe t 1 onel 

she e id. 

111 onder and 1 k ep thi ill8' - Will I ey i- a e my lonely 

l 1 gain?• 

Young X lo 010 ed th d lked quickly to the 

O'Ul"t nlees ld tchen ndow, :ru'bbin off th hoat wt tb hie b!.!'14. 

Tba funei-al prooeeeton ba.4 p sa d out of et :rbt ound the S.de 

bend of the rt•er. lt • aMw1 ently and lightly. eit 

r.ver 'to the cupboard d .1U d it from th all. He knelt 

pr1ad bo d from the tloor. H re o ed down ii mew out an 

old be skin robe, tin box, and b1ny n • rifle. 

laarlo too & a.g itne d om riling p er from the 

tin bOX end placed th$ftl on the k1tohen t ble. He put the t ttere 

.fur robe over the chair and the rifle on '"1e table. Heston the 

chair by tbe t ble, curling hla tongue, slowly wr1 ting a let er. 

1 en b.e w s finally done, be sealed the letter !n the nvelop • 

a.ddresaed 1t, d placed the letter 1n the ttn box o 1th his 

grandmotb r• di -ey. put the box und.e.t the floor, repl ed ~• 

boa.rd, and rolled the oupbo d ba.o 1n plnoe. 

Young lo then ent d stood fore th rippled rro 

hanging ov r ,he waeb b tn. Be looked at hi elf for l 

tie in the mtrl"or, frowning, Bil111n, laugb.in out loud; fl ab

ing hie dark eye•, shOW1.r,g hist eth, tul'n1ng hi bead this w 

that. Th D he oar 1\.1 1, oomb d his h 1r in alked lQWlf 

GV r to the kitchen t bl " He t &1X CB.l'tridges ln th rifle, 

tn~eoted one into the oh b\.•~, d 1 ed \he rifle on th t ble. 

He e t down by th t ble wit in re h of the rifl • f 1 

th kltohen door. est ther a_owly r a.din them ztn • hie 

llpa moving sh red. 



lt • ow1rt duak hen he he d bio two brothers 1ve 

into the t nf'al"d, re\utn1.ng fl'ora tbe tun,ral. He 1 1d the 

z1ne on the t l>le. He bea.rd h1e l#otber put the auto 1nto the 

ge n .x't to tbe cow baJ"n d oloae th doors. He ~s bed for 

the rifle fro the t :ble. en be beai-4 h1a brothers• foot t • 

crunching aoroa• the snow towards tbe f rnhouse, he 

1'lne, pulled lmok the hammer, and et the a 1m1n , t the itoh 

door. 

During the summer when the WP tNn destroyed old lo 

Xo k1 1 empty fambouee to m ke room for th ne eowo highway 

lo.n"' the r1 ver, worlcman found tin box under the k1 tchen flool' 

He opened the rueted. bOx with hts i;,1Ck 1 and in 1 t he found un-

1118.iled letter and a tattered e.nd ilOUldJ le ther book rttt n 1n 

ati-ange le.ngu~. • at be :bi •" th orb &aid, he hurl 

ed the book into the river. He took 'lh letter to bis: foreman, 

and they sa.t 'by -the rtv r and opened it. 

It waa address d to nsot1cm p1ct'U!'e actl'ea• in Calif ornl 

O 1 orn1a. 1 a ata.te of A.tner1o • t the ho ot the l tter w 

printed 1n blue letters: 

"kulo loskl, Jr. Es . 
R.F.D. lo. 11 Sox 48 
Iron Ridge, ioh.• 

•Cet a lo ot tbtas• aa1d the foreman, re d1 

Koski' s 1 et letter. 

• arlingt 

•i bJ~e ~een. read1~ the •tory ot your love life in the 

n w movie ma.gasine. Your pictures ara ore beautiful a.n ono -

tul tho.n ever. Your tt:ret two hua nda must h ve been m 

dre ful men. Lik• angry dogs. HJ heart bl ede for Jou. J, 

Ia&l'lo, your loYer, "1U ir at you tenderly 

t~orn ev11. 

shelt r you w 



8 Today they have WJ'1ed old le.arlo. Old Kaa:tlo was ta:, 

father .. The• a.rt onaa ea.id it w s hta be-rt •as too t1red. They 

think they e ao wis and call me quee~ -• but 1 t 1a I• Xaarlo, 

wno am the reader of th1ok bOoka d any magaz1nea. 

•My brothers, Matti d kaeli, are et11l ete ling your 

letters to me trom the mail box. Fir tit 1a tt1, then tt 1e 
t 

Akselt. But l know, hey o.re jealr,ua of e, beo ae 1 t 1 s they 

are hort , 4 blue and yellow J'inn , wh1le 1. tta.e.rlo, tall d . 
d and btown eyes, like my grandf ther 1 Bua ion military man. 

lt 1 that th 1r he~ts are f111ed th envy tour gJ!"eat and 

bea.ut1fu1 love. 

•EYe:ytbtng w111 b ready hen you a.rrt•e. From th oat 

log 1 b ve or er ·d new curt ins d t o ne ru~ • 

ping ke a up good we Will or er a.~ dto d n w b d m de of 

wood. 1 h- ~ lro ey bought new rifle und some tr •• L t 

o1 on d two coyote don old wolf. 

n1 111 11 th1 letter in the morning, for tonight th r 

1e ork f~ Ea.a:rlo to do. J hope you Will 11k ne sta.t1onery, 

dll"ling. Come, mf s•eetb sr t, hui-ry to y~ lo, whQ will be 

w 1t1n for Jou - one l" 

The . foreman ciumpled the d 1ette~ and tbr it 

1nto the riv r. 

~Jumpin• Christ, d,- he aid, •t thought wo • 

daffy enough over the moV1ee - but this here guy• s just plo.1n 

screwball. n He p aed, loo in :. :ross tho rtver, musing out loud. 

" t e SUl'e oan ptct •e , - l a.lw s ,.. a 1n.d keen on th t 

dam myeelf - she co i.ld step• wttb e t\llf night, • 1 t would

n• t oost her dime. 1t 


